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Race heats up
by Hans Weickel
Chicago’s mayoral race, between Con
gressman Harold Washington and his
Republican challenger, Bernard Epton,
ends on April 12; either man’s victory
will set a precedent for city politics.
Chicago has never had a black mayor.
Republicans have failed to win the elec
tion for half a century. The convergence
of these two factors has created an in
tense and heated campaign, characteriz
ed by mudslinging, accusation and in
cendiary language. Both candidates are
aware of their individual ability to
transform city politics, but the result
could have national repercussions.
The city of Chicago is considered a
Democratic stronghold, traditionally
providing the necessary votes for the
party’s presidential candidates. The
political infrastructure and patronage
system created by Boss Richard J.
Daley, who reigned for 21 years, stands
as a bastion against Republican in
fluence in Chicago. The Democratic
monolith, known as "The Machine,”
firmly holds the reins of city govern
ment. Mr. Washington was able to win
the primary on February 22, defeating
incumbent Jane Byrne and Richard J.
Daley Jr., without the assistance of the
Democratic leviathan.
“Why should I give him the guillotine
to chop off my head?” The words of
Dem. Committeeman Roman Pucinski

The Greening of the Coffeehouse To kill a
Mockingboard

A t first glance, it was an eyesore. But, knowing th at first impres
sions can be mistaken, we took another look. It was still an eyesore.
Prester Jo h n had indeed passed on, to make room for a bleak expanse of
m ilitary green more suited to a barracks-wall than to a place of entertain
ment.
The p ainting of the coffeehouse was done, says Paul Shrode, for
reasons of adaptability. W ith the m urals gone, wall-hangings can now be
added, perhaps adapted to each performance. The coffeehouse has been
made more flexible. B u t what used to be an integral com ponent of the
U niversity’s ambience has now been lost; we question the value of a pucegreen replacement.

But what is at issue is not only the content of the change. We ques
tion also the process whereby the fact of that change itself was determin
ed. No random sample of student opinion was taken. No general an
nouncement or tacked-up posters informed us that any change was to
take place. Instead, only the students on the coffeehouse committee were
consulted. And early second term, Shrode had one of the murals covered
over “to see if anyone would notice.” The sentimental value of the murals
was assessed, and was deemed not equal to the value of change. Once
again, we find ourselves questioning an ex post facto decision.
In part, we have ourselves to blame. Last year for three terms a stu
dent attempted, with table-tents and posters, to find others interested in
painting murals on the black walls of the coffeehouse. Only one response
was received. We students are continually complaining about changes in
the quality of life at Lawrence—the loss of the small houses, the addition
of the brown directional signs. The tone of these complaints is that of the
innocent bystander, the victim of circumstance; some say the changes are
just a sign of the times. The fact is that unwelcome changes won’t appear
unless we let them. And if we allow ourselves to settle into the idea of in
dividual ineffecacy in the microcosm of the Lawrence community, might
we not carry these same motivations—or lack thereof—into the
macrocosm of the “real world?”
As to the sentimental value of our lost murals, “ I took pictures of
them,” Shrode says. “ Maybe we’ll put them on the coffeehouse walls.”
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To the Lawrence Community
Lawrence’s Judicial Board is accep
ting nominations for eight positions on
the 1983-84 Judicial Board through
Monday, 11 April. Any student who will
be on campus all three terms next year
will be considered for membership. Ap
pointments last one academic year.
The Judicial Board acts to educate the
Lawrence community about the respon
sibilities each student has to the com
munity as defined by LUCC legislation,
and to hear any complaint involving a
violation of the LUCC regulations gover
ning student conduct, and to assign ap
propriate disciplinary action when
necessary.
The Judicial Board will schedule a
series of mock hearings for nominees
and will select a slate of sixteen can
didates from which the LUCC Commit
tee on Committees will choose the final
eight. Those persons nominated will
have the opportunity to participate in
the mock hearings; no others will be con
sidered.
To nominate a student as a candidate
for the 1983-84 Judicial Board, complete
the form below, or a reasonable facsimile
thereof, and place it in the “Judicial
Board Noninations” envelope on the
LUCC office door in the Union, or send it
to James Schmidt through intercampus
mail at 110 Sage.
If you have any questions concerning
the function of the Judicial Board or the
nomination process, please feel free to
contact any member of the Board at any
time.
Sincerely.
The 1982-83 Judicial Board
James A. Schmidt, Chairman
Joe Ahmad
Ann Binder
Dan Flemming
Lisa Meyer
Sara Ryan
Joanne Wolfe
add form here

express the fears of present city
employees that Mr. Washington will
dismantle the system, causing them to
lose their jobs. These apprehensions
have sent many Democrats into the Ep
ton camp, in the hope that his victory
will preserve their jobs. Mr. Washington
has stated that he intends to change
things in the c ity ’s government,
eliminating many employees and replac
ing others. Mr. Epton is playing on the
fears of city employees, hoping to garner
their support for his side, and could
damage Washington’s chances in cer
tain wards.
In his primary victory Washington
carried the black vote, which comprises
40 percent of Chicago’s voters; in order
to win the mayoral race he will have to
retain the entire black vote as well as
nearly a third of liberal whites and
Hispanics going to the polls. However,
this presupposes a voter turnout of 1.2
of the city’s 1.6 million voters, a condi
tion which both men are well aware of.
The appearance of one or two hundred
thousand more voters, largely whites,
could overwhelm the black constituen
cy on April 12. The candidates have
both changed their tunes, in an attempt
to woo this essential portion of the elec
torate; race has become the central
issue, both locally and nationally.
The results of the April 12 election for
Mayor of Chicago will prove instrumen
tal in affecting the 1984 presidential
election. Mr. Washington has taken his
campaign on the road, raising $93,000 in
New York and $30,000 in Washington,
and receiving the support of Democrats
nationally. Sen. John Glenn, Sen. Alan
Cranston, and ex-Vice President Walter
Mondale, the Democratic hopefuls for
1984, all visited Chicago. “The soul of
the Democratic Party is on the line
here,” said UAW President Douglas
Fraser. The Democrats know that
without the support of the black com
munity their chances in '84 are slim, and
a man like Harold Washington, backed
by a grassroots movement, could prove
an invaluable asset on the campaign
trail.
Republicans also realize the impor
tance of the Chicago election for 1984.
President Reagan has been accused of
neglecting blacks in his economic and
social programs—an accusation which
administration officials have had dif
ficulty refuting, due to the high figures
of b lack
u n e m p lo y m e n t.
Mr.
Washington has called his campaign “a
tremendous groundswell against the
Reagan Administration all pointed
toward the 1984 election.” Democrats
backed by Washington could organize a
grassroots campaign in the black com
munity which would present serious pro
blems to the Republicans; the solidarity
and unity of black voters toppled “The
Machine”; it could do the same national
ly
Harold Washington is being touted as
the most influential black leader in the
country; his ability to unify the black
and liberal white vote, and galvanize the
two into a firmly entrenched support
group, is novel. A victory by
Washington on April 12 could be seen as
the rebirth of black politics, following
the anger, hatred and ultimate despair
of the violent days of the late 60’s and
early 70's. It would also mean that
whoever wants to occupy the White
House in 1984 will have to listen to the
voice of the black community; the past
practice of back-slapping and hugging
for the camera would no longer be a
viable means for garnering the support
of blacks. Democratic and Republican
failure to respond sensitively could
make both parties silent voices in the
black community.

I nominate
as a candidate for the
1983-84 Judicial Board.

M agubane see U.S. role in South Africa
by Brigid Pajunen

A number of events under the title of
“South Africa Awareness” have been
scheduled this weekend, not the least of
which was last night’s lecture by Pro
fessor Bernard Makhosezwe Magubane,
entitled "Apartheid in South Africa and
U.S. Foreign Policy.” The author of The
Political Economy of Race and Class in
South Africa, Professor Magubane is a
native South African born in Durban.
Currently an associate professor at the
University of Connecticut, he received
his B.A. from Natal University, and his
M.A. from both Natal and U.C.L.A.,
were he was awarded his Ph.D. in 1966.
N ot
s u rp r is in g ly ,
Professor
Magubane’s major fields of interest are
concentrated around South African
issues; he concentrates on urban an
thropology and problems of social
changes and conflict, specifically pro
blems of ethnic and racial conflict in in
dustrializing societies, and Africa in the
modern age. These are reflected in some
of his more recent publications, such as
‘‘Southern Africa and the International
Division of Labor,” and “ United States South Africa Relations and the Implica
tions for Black Liberation.” In the con
tents of his book, also, these interests
are reflected.
South Africa is analyzed within an
historical framework in The Political
Economy of Race and Class in South
Africa, a framework that documents and
explains economic, political, and social
changes that have occurred throughout
southern Africa in recent years.
Magubane documents the economic rela
tionship between South Africa and the
western countries, the changing political
relationships between South Africa and
those western countries, between South
Africa and its neighboring countries,
and the changing political scene within
South Africa itself. Finally, he explains

the emergence of apartheid and the con
tinuing exploitative relationship bet
ween the ruling white minority and the
black African population.
The western economies’ link to South
Africa is especially crucial now. A recent
article in Africa Report states that
South Africa, in order to ease internal
political conflict, “must maintain a
healthy growth rate, and growth
depends on a net capital inflow of more
than $1 billion a year, much of it in
foreign investment.” In the same article,
but from the U.S. point of view, “ U.S.
exports to South Africa currently sup
port some 55,000 American jobs.” As
recently as ten years ago, as Magubane
cites in his book, U.S. corporations (e.g.
GM and Ford) produced over 60 percent
of all automobiles in South Africa, while
white South Africans themselves owned
half of all the automobiles on the African
continent. Clearly there are a number of i
economic links to South Africa; South i
Africa i&dependent upon foreign inflows
of capital, while it appears that western
economies such as the U.S. seek pro
fitable investment alternatives, cheap
natural and human resources with which
to produce their goods, and markets in
which their products can be sold.
The changing political scene in
Southern Africa warrants our attention
in th a t p o litic a l in s t a b ility is
economically disruptive. The current
crisis could be characterized through the
example of South Africa’s ties with the
MNR
(M o z a m b iq u e
N a tio n a l
Resistance). Africa Report gives two
reasons for South Africa’s support of
the terrorist organization: “to destablize
Mozambique and to sabotage the
SADCC (Southern African Development
Coordination Conference), the in
tegrated regional alliance of Mozambi
que, Zimbabwe, Angola, Swaziland,

Hoffmann picked for Mellon
David L. Hoffmann, a Lawrence
University senior from Indianapolis,
Ind., is the winner of a Mellon
Fellowship in the Humanities, it was an
nounced Monday.
Hoffmann was one of 96 seniors or re
cent graduates of 68 colleges and univer
sities to receive a $7,000 stipend plus
tuition and fees for the first year of
graduate school. The awards, which are
renewable for as many as three years,
are designed to help insure a flow of
outstanding young talent into fields of
humanistic scholarship and teaching in
American higher education.
A history major at Lawrence, Hoff
mann is interested in Russian history
and Soviet studies and is planning a
career in collegerlevel teaching or in
government service. He has been ac
cepted in graduate schools of Columbia,
Princeton, Harvard and Indiana univer
sities and is waiting to hear from the
University of California, Berkeley. In
his final term at Lawrence, he is doing
an honors project on Russian na
tionalism during World War II.
Hoffmann is a member of Phi Beta
Kappa and Mortar Board and has won
Henry M. Wriston Scholarships for ex
ceptional academic achievement for the
past three years.
Hoffmann also is a National Merit
Scholarship student and has won several
prizes at Lawrence for superior
academic work. In the summer of 1981
he was one of about 40 students who
traveled in the Soviet Union and 18
other countries on Lawrence’s Eastern
European Field Trip, and he has studied
at Lawrence’s London Center. He is a
member of the Lawrence University
Symphonic Band and of the Lawrence
International Club and has tutored
Hmong refugees.
Hoffmann was one of nearly 1,400 ap
plicants for the Mellon Fellowships.
After careful screening of their written
records, 200 were invited to appear for

interviews at regional centers. Those
judged the most promising by the pro
gram’s regional committees were recom
mended to a national committee, which
made the final selections.

The Mellon Fellowships were created
by the Andrew W. Mellon Foundation in
response to rising concern over the in
creasing number of young people with
scholarly potential who are not now
entering academic careers. Through the
fellowship program, the foundation
seeks to counter that trend and assure
that the next generation of teachers and
scholars will include men and women of
exceptional talent. This is the first year
of the program.
The Mellon Fellowships are ad
ministered by the Woodrow Wilson Na
tio n a l
F e llo w s h ip
F o u n d a tio n ,
Princeton, N.J. The program is directed
by Dr. Robert F. Goheen, former
Princeton University president, with the
assistance of a committee consisting of
representatives from Stanford, Brown,
Indiana and Boston universities, Mount
Holyoke College and the universities of
Virginia and Colorado.

Lesotho. Botswana, Malawi, Zambia,
and Tanzania, forged to break Pretoria’s
economic hegemony.” W hile the
SADCC is dedicated to a struggle for
political and economic independence for
its member countries, the South Africabacked M NR creates conflict and
“serves to increase instability in the en
tire eastern half of southern Africa.”
The most important issue in southern
Africa, and the underlying cause of in
stability and conflict, is the social
system and the resulting living condi
tions for Africans. The present-day
situation is one of continuing ex
ploitative relations between whites and
blacks; though blacks have nominally
been granted independence in their
se parate
B a n tu s ta n s ,
these
“homelands” are barren. And the white
minority continues to be heavily depen
dent upon Africans as a cheap source of
Itebor. In effect, there exists a vast ma
jority of Africans, Asians and Coloureds
that have nothing to live on but their
wages from work in South African own
ed industries, and a minority of whites
that reaps the benefits of African labor.
Apartheid is the racist ideology which
perpetuates these conditions, denies the
blacks the opportunity to organize col
lectively, and subjects them to violently
unhealthy living and working condi
tions.
Throughout southern Africa these
social issues are of importance. Where
countries such as Mozambique, having
gained its independence from the Por
tugese, have struggled for their indepen
dent development, they have united
with other south Africans against op
pressive and exploitative governments.
Where this struggle has threatened
white rule in South Africa, however, it
has been suppressed by operations such
as those by the MNR and its South
African supporters.
At this point, to deny the importance
of the United States’ relationship to
South Africa, or the influence the U.S.
could have, is naive. The Reagan Ad
ministration is increasing aid to South
Africa’s government. Though there has
been considerable congressional
pressure put on the administration
because of the racist conditions
prevalant in South Africa, the increased
funding is legitimized on a number of
grounds. The “Sullivan Principles” have
been created with the hope that U.S. in
vestment in South Africa will be follow
ed and guided into programs that ease
the effects of apartheid. There is, also, a
current debate over disinvestment. That
is, should the U.S. and its corporations

in South Africa continue to grow with
the idea that their continued support
can encourage racial change? Or is it
more likely that U.S. support will only
perpetuate the status quo and reinforce
the South African government with its
policy of apartheid, in which cse
disinvestment is the only strategy con
ductive to change?
Where does the U.S. stand on South
Africa’s use of the MNR, for instance, in
terrorizing Mozambique and other
southern African countries? In effect,
the problem has been stated as one of
“ taking sides -to choose between white
and black Africa.” Will the U.S. use its
leverage to influence South Africa in
su p p o rt of black A fr ic a n ’s in 
dependence?
It is to answer these political,
economic, and social questions about
South Africa, questions that are not
beyond U.S. concern, that Professor
M agubane has been invited to
Lawrence. It is hoped that he will aid us
in making decisions about what can and
should be done in aid of southern
Africans.- Food
for
th o u g h t:
Massachusetts has ordered all state pen
sion funds to divest $100 million in cor
porations doing business in South
Africa, while the state of Michigan has
enacted a law requiring that state col
leges and universities withdraw their
South Africa-related investments.
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Help me, Obi Wan Kenobe . . .
policy.
Where does that leave the rest of the
world, especially those who do not
adhere to their beliefs? The Reagan Ad
ministration’s pedestrian rhetoric about
the Soviet Union, has made the two na
tions bitter enemies once again. In the
fifties and sixties we had the Cold War,
followed by a potential for improved
relations in the 70’s, known as detente.
1980 was barely three months old, and
we
had
m ade
a
q u a n tu m
leap...backwards. When I was growing
up in the seventies I heard little about
nuclear war, limited or otherwise. I lived
in Germany for some time, and no one
spoke of it there either. And all of sudden
last year, while I happened to be on the
continent, I hear that Alexander Haig
Jr. and Caspar Weinberger might deem
it prudent to fire a nuclear warning shot.
I immediately caught a train to Italy
and Greece, lest I should never get a
chance to see civilization and culture
again.

By Hans Weickel

Ronald Reagan has been in the White
House for over two years. Since taking
office, Mr. Reagan has managed to push
assorted economic, social, and defense
programs through the Congress. The
long term effects of these plans are as
yet unknow n, however there is
something which needs to be considered
when looking at policy in the Reagan
Administration. Oh I ’m sorry, did I say
policy. In his two years in office the
President has yet to make a statement
or give a press conference, which con
tains anything bordering on a direct
espousal of United States government
policy.
Instead, every time I pick up a
newspaper, listen to the radio, or turn on
the television with the intentions of
discovering what the policy of our
g o v ern m en t is re g a rd in g , say,
Nicaragua, El Salvador, South Africa or
other parts of the globe, I get Ronald
Reagan’s metaphysical vision of the
universe; an extremely myopic vision. I
see our President on television address
ing members of the Evangelical Council
about our dire need to re-aim, spewing
forth flotsam and jetsam from the
recesses of his cranial lobe. I hear words
such as "evil empire ”, “dark force in the
universe", and people singing "Onward
Christian Soldiers”, and quite frankly I
am awed. I stay and wait, thinking that
at any moment the fire and brimstone
preacher, I mean President, will reveal
United States policy to me; I grow old.
Then, as I sit writing this, I chance to
turn on Dan Rather, hoping to at least
hear our policy by proxy. Dan, with
jocularity, presents a report about
James Watt banning rock music, "since
it draws the worst element of society.”
Mr. Watt has decided that a concert,
traditionally a rock ‘n roll concert, will
feature Wayne Newton this year. I like
rock music, I know many people that do,
some who even play it, and besides, finally this question will cease to tor
doesn't Mr. Watt head the Department ment me, and hound me like some
courtesan of darkness. The words sud
of Interior.
Nevertheless, I persevere. I go to the denly jump off the page, "moral values”,
library, in the back, by the magazines; “ my vision of the future”, “militancy of
the New York Times will not let me Marxist-Leninist ideology”, the policy!,
down. I glance furtively through the I was close, I know I was! I drop the
pages, the way any member of the worst newspaper, creating a loud rustle. As I
element would, in a desperate search for rush away, I catch errant glances from
United States policy. 1 find myself con readers. I run home, sit down, and grow
fronted by an enormous set of words, old.
covering an entire page. I have found it!
This would all seem silly and trite, if
1 am ecstatic, on the verge of epiphany, parts of it were not entirely true. I don’t

* 7 hear words such as evil
empire, dark force in the
universe and people singing
Outward Christian Soldiers,

know what Ronald Reagan’s foreign
policy is, and as a resident of this nation,
I feel I have a right to know. The New
York Times reported that there is an
“ ideological affinity among the Presi
dent’s aides”. This would certainly be a
valid explanation for the lack of concrete
policy statements emanating from
Washington. The people who run this
country share the same metaphysical vi
sion of the universe. This puts them on a
much higher plane, certainly far above
rudimentary things such as foreign

The Reagan A d m in is t r a t io n ’s
bellicose jargon and the President’s
hackneyed Cold War rhetoric are quite
simply ideas which are archaic, and
which sound as if we lived in a time
warp. They remind one of the days when
a certain Senator from Wisconsin ran
around looking for things that go bump
in the night, and while the country look
ed under its bed every night, he crushed
some dreams. The theory of creating a
bogeyman upon which to focus national
attention is an old one; Hitler used it
with the Jews, Stalin used it to justify
his extermination of the Kulaks, and
most recently, it has caused a war over a
bunch of sheep on some innocuous plot
of land.
I don’t believe that the Soviets want
to fry me in my sleep. Mr. Reagan does.
So do his minions. I also do not believe
that listening to rock 'n roll is having
communion with Satan. Mr. Watt does.
The difference between myself and
these two men is that I can’t affect their
lives; they can end mine.

Profs prescribe cures for economy
by Todd Wexman
The economy seems at last to be
recovering from its longest recession of
the post-war era. Many economists fear,
however, that the recovery will be
hindered by whopping federal deficits.
These deficits could cause high inflation
and could swallow up a substantial por
tion of the savings pool, leaving in
dustry with little money to invest in new
plants and equipment. With these fears
in mind, both President Reagan and the
U.S. Congress are looking for ways to
trim the budget. While Reagan is focus
ing primarily on cuts in social spending.
Congress is looking more toward cuts in
defense spending. Neither party is aim
ing to introduce cuts which would
significantly reduce the size of projected
deficits.
But is economic recovery dependent
upon cuts in the budget? If so, where
should the cuts be made? These ques
tions were asked of Professor Miller of
the public policy department and Pro
fessors Kinkier and Azzi of the
economics department.
Professor Miller believes that the cur
rent projected deficits are likely to
crowd out too much private investment,
and ought to be diminished. But social
programs have already gone through
two rounds of cuts—most of the fat has
been trimmed. Another round of cuts
would slash into the meat of the pro
Page 4 The I^awrentian

grams.
Budget cuts are not the only way to
reduce the deficit, he says. For example,
President Reagan has proposed an in
crease of defense spending in real terms
of nine percent. If this rate of increase in
defense spending were slowed down, the
projected deficits would be reduced. Fur
thermore, the deficit could be more
significantly reduced if some of the tax
concessions currently on the roster
could be forestalled.
Professor Finkler agrees that the
deficit ought to be reduced. He stresses
the cyclical nature of government
deficits. Rises in unemployment
generate rises in government spending
on unemployment compensation. At the
same time, unemployment causes
government revenue to drop. According
to Finkler, if the economy was at full
employment, the deficit would be in the
range of 50-100 billion for fiscal 1983,
rather than the predicted 200 billion.
Some agree that “ full employment” is
5-7%.
According to Finkler, the immanent
cyclical adjustment will make the deficit
tolerable. IVovided the Federal Reserve
Bank maintains money growth, while
preventing excessive inflation, the re
mainder of the deficit could be bond
funded. Finkler maintains that bond
financing a 50-100 billion dollar deficit
would consume only a small proportion

of the savings pool and so would not
damper investment in industry.
Although there is no need for im
mediate budget cuts, says Finkler, down
the road, cuts will be necessary. Long
term social programs and defense spen
ding are likely areas. Also, there are a
number of transfer programs which are
not called. The Medicare program, for
example, has no set budget. The govern
ment pays according to need. In the last
decade costs of medicaid have gone up
with the cost of medical care, says
Finkler. Although we have chosen a
compassionate way to deal with medical
care for the poor, “ no matter how com
passionate one wants to be, there are ef
ficient ways to be compassionate and
less efficient ways -we have chosen less
efficient ones.”
Finkler sees room for cuts in defense
spending as well. Cost-plus contracting,
a method of contracting in which campanies are paid the cost of manufactur
ing and then some for profit, should be
eliminated. Defense contracts should be
handled as private contracts; contrac
tors should be paid what they bid and
take a loss if their bids turn out low.
Professor Azzi agrees that the
forecasted government deficits will be
burdensome on the economy. He sees
two ways out of the dilemma:
First, by implementing policy which
spurs savings, which then can be used to

fund a government deficit, larger
deficits could be tolerated. Government
action to lower the inflation rate can en
courage savings. Also, government pro
grams such as the Individual Retire
ment Accounts, would stimulate sav
ings.
The second way out of the deficit
dilemma, says Azzi, are budget cuts. Az
zi sees defense as the “obvious” place
cuts should be made but feels that some
social spending cuts are in order too.
Farm supports, Azzi maintains, do more
harm than good, and should, over a
period of ten to fifteen years, be phased
out.
Finally, according to Azzi, the aims of
social security should be changed. In the
last decade or two, congress has evolved
the notion that people can retire on
social security. Not only does this pro
gram put a financial strain on the
governm ent, but social security
discourages savings as well. There is no
need, says Azzi, to save for retirement if
the government will provide for you.
Also, with less savings there will be less
investment and less growth. Social
security policy should be thought of as
financial assistance for the elderly
rather than an economic retirement pro
gram.
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5 & 10 tradition leaves with Kresge’s
by Bruce Heyl
Kresge’s, Appleton’s only remaining
dime store, is closing forever on May
4th. Outwardly, it is closing as most
retail businesses do. Its big front win
dows have been papered over. Instead of
displaying the usual frizzed, pink
bathrobes, imitation designer jeans, or
thin-skinned dolls, the windows are
flourescent orange with “ Close-Out
Sale’’ printed on them in black. No more
peeks into the jumbled order of this
fishbowl. No more peeks at its colorful
denizens.
It is what Kresge’s provides for these
fish, these “ insiders,” that will make its
closing different than most. The “in
siders” are generally lower-middle class
people. Gert Melchiors, a Kresge’s
employee for thirty-five years, observes
that many of them are older people on
fixed incomes. They come in mainly for
inexpensive goods. When Kresge’s is
gone, these people will go elsewhere for
bargains. They will not, however, be able
to go elsewhere for Kresge’s atj mosphere. The stainless steel short; order counter set into the store’s west
wall seems to be responsible for the
curious ambiance.
Prange-Way, in the basement of
Prange’s, the only other discount store
in downtown Appleton, doesn’t have a
diner. Prange-Way’s stark layout and
low ceilings urge one to shop and get
out. At the small restaurants downtown,
the luxury of a leisurely meal generally
costs more and requires a tip. The
cheaper the average meal, the more har
ried or bleak the atmosphere of the
restaurant is likely to be.

None of these pressures apply at
Kresge’s. Diners may stay all day
because they are potential shoppers. A
shopper can put off or prolong his or her
shopping with a cheap cup of coffee. No
tip expected. Because there are no divi
sions between diners and shoppers, all
“insiders” at Kresge’s can participate in
the low-grade excitement of the variega
tio n of the - m e rchan d ise and
clientele—not to mention the friendships
that grow up over newspapers and fries.
In other words, Kresge’s provides a
comfortable social place for people who
are cut-off—economically, intellectually,
or physically—from society at large.
The closing of Kresge’s, then, is dif
ferent precisely because it is just as
much a social place as it is a retail place.
Its closing has the feel of the last home
game at a stadium; there is a sense of
long-standing memories based more on
trust than on dollars.
One could say, of course, that all that
has really been happening is the
capitalization of a helpless sector of
society, that the emotion is bunk. Pat
V a n d e n b u rg , an o th e r long-tim e
Kresge’s employee, speaks,however, of
the pride Kresge’s has taken since the
early 20 s in its low prices and ac
cessibility to the public. The short-order
counter is also a tradition as old as the
company—not, as it might seem, a
modern ploy to lure customers in to buy
inferior products.
On the subject of the quality of
Kresge’s merchandise, Mrs. Melchiors
does remember a time when it was bet
ter, but feels that the low quality at
Kresge’s is less a Kresge scheme than it
is a response to inflationary times. She

feels that Kresge’s has done a good job
of keeping its prices in line with the
quality it offers.
Mike Miller, a recent graduate of U.
W. Eau Claire and Kresge’s assistant
manager for six months, claims that
Kresge’s prices are usually very com
petitive with those of the discount barns
that ring the city, and that the merchan
dise, in most cases, is as good as
anything one might find out there.
Kresge’s, he points out, is supplied by
K-Mart, its high-volume mother com
pany (though it was Kresge’s money and
management that originally launched
K-Mart), and so Kresge’s prices stay
competitive.
If Kresge’s has capitalized on a more
or less helpless sector of society, it ap
pears, at least, to have done so more or
less humanely and honorably. What
other discount house ever encourages its
customers to sit down and relax?
Both Mrs. Melchiors and Mrs.
Vandenburg say business is still
reasonably good. Why, then, if Kresge’s
is competitive with its louder sisters, is
it closing? Mr. Miller answers that this
Kresge’s is no longer profitable. It has
long been a Kresge’s policy to pay long
time employees well. A majority of Ap
pleton’s Kresge’s employees are longtimers; the high overhead their salaries
generate reduces profits. It is a sad
observation that part of what is forcing
Kresge’s out of business is its concern
and respect for its workers. Both Mrs.
Melchiors and Mrs. Vandenburg have
nothing but good things to say about
how the company has treated them.
Both have been offered jobs at nearby
K-Marts (as have all Appleton Kresge’s
employees), but Mrs. Melchiors will
retire and Mrs. Vandenburg will look for
work elsewhere.

They didn’t say so, but their expres
sions showed that they hate to see the
place go. Mrs. Vandenburg dug out a
record of all the managers she has work
ed for (about 15); she says she still keeps
in touch with some of them.
Mrs.
Melchiors asks where the old folks will
go when this place goes. She thinks it is
a shame.
K-Mart, says Miller, is slowly phasing
out Kresge’s as they become un
profitable. It is tempting to romanticize
what Kresge’s has been to Appleton and
its employees think of it as a righteous
fighter in a losing battle; but it is, in the
end, just a company whose business
philosophy is anachronistic. The time of
the local dime store is past.
Kresge’s has been in Appleton in the
same location for sixty years. When it
closes, downtown Appleton may rejoice
that it has gotten rid of yet one more
hicktown blemish. Later, however,
downtown Appleton may lament the
loss of a little of its character. Miller
says that the most pervasive rumor is
that Prange’s is going to move its fur
niture department into the building. But
even the most convivial furniture store
can’t replace the character that Kresge’s
added to Appleton. Most likely,
Kresge’s “ insiders” will find new
gathering places, but it is hard to im
agine a place as well-suited to their
needs as Kresge’s has been.
The effect of the closing on Lawrentians will probably be slight. No more
photobooth. No close place for cheap
gag-gifts or paper plates. It may also
mean that Lawrentians will become a
wee bit more insulated than they already
are from Appleton's people.

Junior Practice Teachers
Juniors who wish to practice teach during
the next academic year, 1983-84, should
notify the Committee on Teacher Education
of their intention. Anyone who has not
already contacted the Committee may do so
by writing a note or telephoning Prof. Reed
in Main Hall, ext. 6690.
Applications for “ New Student Week"'
Coordinators
The Office of Campus Life is accepting ap
plications from students interested in coor
dinating New Student Week 1983. Interested
persons should pick up an application in the
Office of Campus Life and return it on or
before Monday, April 11, 1983. The New
Student Week Coordinator position requires
a substantial amount of time during Term
I I I and throughout the summer. Applicants
should be organized and have the ability to
work with diverse people and circumstances.
The New Student Week Coordinator over
sees approximately ten committee chairper
sons and thirty workers, arranges speakers,
academic, social and other events related to
the orientation of Lawrence freshman and
transfer students.
“ World of Poetry” Sponsors Competition
A $1,000 grand prize will be offered in the
largest poetry competition ever sponsored by
the World of Poetry newsletter. There are an
additional 199 prizes worth over $26,000. For
a free list of rules and prizes write: World of
Poetry, 2431 Stockton Blvd., Dept. P,
Sacramento, California 95817.

Housing for Urban Studies
Planning to spend the summer in Chicago?
The A.C.M. Urban Studies Program has the

answer to your housing problems. Our fur
nished apartments are available for sublet
from June 1 through August 28. Prices range
from $275-$450/mo. per apartment for those
rented on an apartment basis, and $125$140/mo. per person for thota rented on an
individual/bedroom basis. Utilities included,
exc. telephone. For more info, contact Anita ^
Banks at the A.C.M. Urban Studies
Program, 3111 N. Seminary Avs., Chicago,
IL 60657. (312) 827-4044. See you in
Chicago!
Friday, April 8,1983
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Poet-teacher
returns

by Laurie Hovell and Bruce Heyl

Having taught literature and poetrywriting at Lawrence from 1970-78, poet
and professor Jerald Bullis is back on
campus. He brings with him a long list
of credentials: after graduating from
Washington University in St. Louis, he
attended Cornell as a Woodrow Wilson
fellow and received his PhD in literature
there in 1970. In 1972-73, he was awarded
$5,000 by the National Endowment for
tlle Arts, with which he travelled in
Mexico. In 1978 he began teaching at
Cornell where, since 1981, he has been a
post-doctorate fellow.
Born in the Missouri Ozarks, Bullis
makes his home in upstate New York
with his wife and two-year-old son; at
present he resides in the Lawrence guest
house. Although our conversations with
Bullis focused on his work and writing,
he is equally comfortable talking about
bow-hunting; that activity, in fact, is a
continuing theme in his poems. He has
published four books of verse, as well as
articles for hunting magazines.
We found Professor Bullis sequestered
amongst the books of Russian history in
Dean Hittle's office, which he inhabits
for the term. The setting was in
congruous, for Bullis and his work
are—despite the ambiguity of the
term—American, rooted in the poetry of
Walt Whitman and the countryside of
the Missouri Ozarks and rural New
York.
Do you think teaching can have an
adverse effect on your writing?
That’s certainly a central question.
When I started here, I was concerned
that my university career not interfere
with my writing. And at Lawrence it
didn’t, at all. The English Department
was perfectly willing to consider the
work I was publishing, poetry, and the
readings I gave—besides teaching—as
an adequate contribution. That’s not
true everywhere, and in the decades of
the 40’s and the 50’s ppople who were
desiginated as university poets felt that
they had to be publishing literary critics
in order to justify their presence on cam
pus. That was the age of the
“poet-critic"—a description most poets
abhorred. I think that unless one feels
compelled to do that kind of work, it
would obviously cut into one's time.
And teaching cuts into time anyway.
The nice thing about academia,
however—which is why it has attracted
so many writers—is that unless you feel
compelled for economic reasons or
whatever to work in the summer, you
get off three months of the year, which is
better than you can do in most other
lines of work.
I think, though, that too many
American poets are connected with

*4That was the age of the
poet critic -a description
most poets abhorred
universities. I t ’s become a standard way
of life in comtemporary poetry, unless
one is Allen Ginsberg, James Dickey, or
Rod McKuen—and James Dickey made
his money with a novel. Still, come to
think of it, Dickey runs the writing pro
gram at the University of South
Carolina.
But doesn't teaching writing—poring
over students’ work—have a stultifying
effect?
I find it more often energizing, par
ticularly with undergraduates. They’re
usually more naive—less aware of trends
and curre n ts in co n te m p o ra ry
poetry—and, by inadvertence, come up
with things that are more interesting.
It's not stultifying at all: it’s work. If
you have a class of 20-25 people and they
all want to talk to you, it takes time. But
unless they’ve been independently cared
for, all poets since the beginning of
poetry have had to do something other
than write poetry. Prehistoric artists
probably had to spend a lot of time hun
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ting aurochs and woolly mammoths.
What is the genesis of your poems?
I t ’s hard for me to know when it hap
pens. Of course, when you’re writing a
book-length poem—and three of my four
books consist of longer poems—you’re
aware that you’re writing a poem. I
write the short stu ff whenever
something occurs to me, and I stick
them in notebooks: usually a period of
time passes before I send them to
magazines. They accumulate, and I ’m
not aware of doing it.

Jerry Bullis, friend of Fritzell.
Most of my actual writing time in re
cent years has been devoted to prose,
non-fiction. I ’ve done articles for hire
about hunting for Outdoor Life and
Sports Afield. I ’m editing a collection of
essays on A. R. Ammons. Most of my
time is spent doing that kind of writing.
The poems just kind of show up, in
notebooks, as if, ‘‘Hey. Oh, yes—I wrote
that in January. Well, that doesn’t
sound so bad after all.” Then I ’ll take it
out and fiddle with it some more.
Few of your books have short poems.
I ’m looking for a publisher now for a
large collection of shorter poems. There
aren’t many of my shorter poems that
are actually available to readers unless I
hand them out. A lot of them have been
printed in literary magazines. I have, for
instance, four poems in the January
issue of Poetry.
Some of your poems have been written
in diverse places—for example, La Paz,
Mexico—yet the setting of most of them
seems to be the Missouri woods.
I t ’s true that some of the things I ’ve
done were written in Mexico. But it’s
hard for me to make poetic timbre out of
a landscape on short notice. I think the
remembered landscape of my youth in
Missouri and, increasingly, the land
scape of upper New York are the
primary loci. But my long poem Inland
was written here—in the head resident
apartment at Plantz—and much of its
imagery is of Wisconsin.
When did you begin to consider
yourself a writer?
I didn’t actively identify myself with
the w r itin g c o n tig e n t as an
undergraduate. That happened about
my second year at Cornell, while in
graduate school. I t ’s difficult to specify
the reasons why someone does such a
foolish thing as write poems. Probably
when writers do it they specify the
wrong reasons. I would say it was a com
bination of meeting A. R. Am 
mons—who was nice enough to admire
what little work I ’d done—having a cou
ple of friends who were in the writing
program, and being unsure of my choice
of vocation as a scholar. And I also got
married in 1968. Sort of a confluence of
tension-creating situations—including
also the Vietnam War—and the fortuity
of poet friends.
But I ’ve been interested in poetry all
my life. I remember as a child in the
Ozarks I used to take hikes in the Na

tional Forest and carry books with me.
But that's the sort of thing all of us did,
I ’m sure.
What do you think about writing pro
grams, and what can you say to people
who have them in mind?
Well, I ’m extremely ambivalent.
There are two practical benefits: they
provide students with fellowships and
an environment in which they can spend
time writing, and a kind of writing com
munity. But sometimes the community
can be a negative aspect.
The other practical benefit is to pro
vide jobs for writers to teach the pro
gram. In the small programs, like Cor
nell, it seems to work out fine. You have
a chance to meet people who are
designated “Official Writers,” and that
was exciting for me as a student. And 1
think it remains exciting for students.
The bigger programs tend to create a
bureaucracy of writers: they tend to
foster their own students, enclaves, and
cliques. The Montana State Writers.
The Iowa State Writers. And I don’t
know if there’s any real benefit there for
a writer, except to have an easier time of
it. The good people tend to be outsiders;
all of literary history shows this.
Why was your PhD from Cornell in
literature rather than writing?
I sat in on all the writing seminars.
Somehow it seemed antithetical to what
I wanted to do, if I were going to cast
myself as a writer, to be an "official
student writer. Often people just don’t
write. They get in these programs and
there they are with their fellowship
money and they’re supposed to sit there
and write. “ How can I write?” I think
it’s useful to come at it a little
sideways—askance. It has been for me,
anyway. If you can convince yourself
that you’re really not trying to do it,
then do it anyway.
Who is reading modern poetry besides
writers? What kind of responses do you
get?
Quite a lot, given the dismal nature of
the audience for poetry, but I don’t
think it’s any more dismal now than it
ever has been. Poetry is naturally
something that very few people are con
cerned with. I wish people who tried to
write poetry would also read it. That in
itself would create a substantial au
dience.
I t ’s true with novelists too. William
Faulkner quipped that there..were more
people in Mississippi trying to write
novels that knew how to read.

Joseph Brodsky said that every poet
gets at least some kind of an audience.
It ’s a very large, diverse country, as
Walt Whitman has told us. There are
East Coast poets, West Coast poets,
North Dakota poets, southern poets,
Baton Rouge poets. There isn’t anyone
like Robert Frost now who sort of
represents Poetry in America, who is ex
officio Poet Laureate.
Where would you put yourself on the
map?
I would actively try to resist any kind
of regional identification, but the land
scape of the poems tends to be rural, and
my most immediate precursors are
Frost and Whitman, also Stevens. But
also Gerard Manley Hopkins. I ’m
almost embarrassed to read some of the
poems of my first book; they seem so
Hopkinsian to me.
In that list of poets, there aren’t any
women.
That's true. In my syllabus for our
modern poetry course there’s only Emi
ly Dickinson.
You have to find somebody, an older
writer, maybe 2000 years old, who is do
ing something that seems exactly what
you want to do, but never realized your
experience was worth anything until you
saw it done. I think the best thing that’s
happened in recent American poetry is
that there are more published women
poets, who provide both good models tor
young women poets and the feeling that
they’re working in some kind of artistic
community.
Has the effect of the radical feminist
poets opened up the field, so to speak?
I know it would feel odd to me if I had
grown up in a world in which all models
of excellence were female. That must be
a terrible burden to overcome initially
for women trying to be writers. Or it
would have been; it's not necessary
anymore.

‘ ‘Prehistoric artists probably

had to spend a lot of time
hunting aurochs and wooly
mammoths

It seems that when you read from the
anthologies in class, you read the men.
We’ll have to correct that in our
course.
Do you think that the best male poets
are also the ones who show their female
characteristics?
It ’s true of women, too. The strongest
female poets are the ones who have a
masculine component. If poetry is the
yoking of discordancies together—“ im
aginative amalgamations”—then you
get the strongest and most surprising
yokings from someone who understands
widely.
How does it feel to be back? Do you
notice any changes?
It feels very good. The Physical Plant
seems quite different; the campus looks
palatial. Nice. Should be lots of work go
ing on around here.

Angel Off The M orning
i eet, when we meet, most often in the ninhtWe meet,
night:
I reach for you, grasping to unclasp a silkiness
That would go without saying if you were not

The master of saying: whatever I do in the midst
Of our occlusions and calescences, however I
Turn upon the spit of your delight,
I know that morning light will show you’ve gone
Away or that you were with me through the dark
Slippery passages and moans rich as cream
Only in dream. You come in nightmare too.
You come and come again, damsel of my otherness,
Natural as hair, as foolish in your coyful
Giving and withholding, witch of my being,
As a girl. These long moments, whether real or
Imagined, are the true air I live by, mild
As the ever hoped-for touch of your thigh
At dawning, gusting as the wind in evergreens.
And I am never satisfied. You Leave me with
The folly of remembrance, perfect benisons
Flawed by my construing. In the poverty of day
I look for you in the snowy fields, in
Woods brilliant with your absence. Touch my
Feet before you leave me Wife of my darkness,
I would have it otherwise: I know you cannot stay.

by Jerald Bullis
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Notes on the condition of the American Dream
by John Duffey

An image is in circulation, portraying
thousands of Coronados pouring into
Americas Southwest, searching for
cities of gold. Interstate 10 carries new
Okies over rocky, scorched-red land
scapes, enroute to the latest boom
towns. The land works as a premoni
tion. The spindly bushes, writhing yucca
plants, aged and lined saguaro cacti,
predict a bitter struggle for existence,
nothing new or gratuitous. Coronado
did not find seven, or even one, City of
Cibola. There was nothing set up, ready
for plunder. Only centuries of muscle
and sweat could extract gold from the
stingy Southwest.
Conscious of its symbolic importance
as the latest embodiment of the
American Dream, I hitchhiked, during
spring break, across A m e rica’s
Southwest. I met many other wanderers
who were looking for something. Their
actions belied an almost naive idealism,
yet their conversations focused on the
practical and quantifiable. As an exam
ple, take Dan and Jim. They scooped
me off of Arizona’s desert and began an
escort into New Mexico. Soon, warn
ings began to appear, in the form of
billboards, that we would e n 
counter “The Thing.” Dan’s interest was
aroused to such a point that, when we

The Land Works
as a premonition. ’ '
finally saw the sign "The Thing Is Here!”
his hands spun hard the wheel, direc
ting us into the parking lot of “The
Thing.”
“It’s a museum,” the owner informed
us. The thick lenses girding his face
made a mystery of his eyes. No used car
salesman had a better paunch. “There’s
over two m illion dollars worth of an
tiques and artifacts in there,” he said
plainly, motioning toward the entrance.
“It won’t be worth it,” I suggested.
“Two dollars for the three of you.”
Dan gave the man two dollars. We
entered The Thing through a turnstile
resembling playground equipment, into
a courtyard of tin sheds and mobile
homes. Inside, under bewildering
yellow lights, were old cars, broken
tools, ancient yellow photos. Some of
them had captions: “This car may have
been driven by Hitler,” or “This could
be a real mummy.” It did not seem to
Dan and Jim that the display was worth
two million dollars, and they argued
with heat and bitterness about the real
value. The objects themselves were lost
behind the smoke of the battle.
“I would say two thousand,” Jim said
acidly. A conclusion was reached that
the objects were worth, yes, two
million, to the owner, since he had
earned at least that much from curious
travellers. This seemed an interesting
method of determining value. It became
more and more impressive as I passed
an endless chain of McDonalds’, Best
Western’s, 7-l l ’s, and hastily built
towns which seemed, also, hasty to die.
I considered the value inherent in these
objects, and realized that, like The
Thing, they all had two types of value:
one for the seller, the other for the user.
Seller value masquerades as user value.
Travel through New Mexico also br
ings into consciousness the concept of
the value of life. There are many
beautiful and exotic plants and animals
in the desert. The land holds, also,
many people. Their dwellings frequent
ly appear as heaps of scrap metal, sur
rounded by the inevitable chicken yard,
and a plentiful scattering of old car
parts. Usually, American Indians live in
the dwellings. There are also missile
ranges and bomb test sites inhabiting
this region. Signs of the death of two
cultures coexist, here, among the stub
born, hardy, ingeniously adapted
plants. A different scale of time governs

the desert. The sale of the ten billionth
Big Mac, the two millionth visitor to The
Thing, and the death of two cultures, all
merge in a common point, attracted by
a common force.
Back on the road, Dan was, in the
American tradition, donating to me his
life story. In much of our country, there
is little time for preliminaries. Dan and I
sprang from the same Wisconsin turf,
and we were immediately best friends.
As he drove, he explained that he had
moved west and worked in San Diego
for ten years in a chain grocery store.
Now, laid off, marriage broke, he was
wandering. Dan talked about the things
he had done at my age, during “the
revolution.” There were stories of acid
trips and of the subtly different effects of
other drugs. He poured forth legends of
all the important musicians and con
certs, and he told of great bravery and
of impressive conquests at parties and
beaches. Strangely, he looked now ex
actly like a Wisconsin farmer, including
the nylon mesh baseball cap. He retain
ed the rural midwest accent, and he was
as friendly and generous as a person
could be.
Dan, Jim, and I travelled many miles
together. We drove and drank, smok
ed, talked and joked, in a moving
microcosm, or perhaps a travelling cir
cus. Amazing tricks of language and
memory were performed. Dan was a
historian, and he spun out names and
details of old T V. serials. The smallest
fact excited Dan as much as pictures of
the universe must have intrigued Eins
tein. He had proof that Matt Dillon’s
horse’s name was Smoke.
One had to see Jim standing up to
fully appreciate him. He was exceeding
ly tall, and his knees bowed together.
Like most others on the road, Jim had
been part of the 60’s movement, had
been divorced, laid off, and was a rich
mine of facts, experiences, biggers, and
betters. Finding that Dan was his
superior in trivia, he engaged me in
political and philosophical discussions.
“There’s just too goddafn many peo
ple,” was his basic premise. In a beat
dialect peppered with obscenity, he in
formed me of experiments with rats in
cages, and the problems which flared
up when they were packed too tightly. I
suggested the unreality of the experi
ment, and I denied the applicablity of
Malthusian laws to human beings. My
objections pricked and stirred him on. I
had located his beliefs. He now poured
out words luxuriously, and disclosed
that he was soon to receive a thirty
thousand dollar trust.
“As long as people want something
for nothing,” he explained, “the world is
going to be fucked up.” For empirical
evidence, he supplied a story of a
young widow with five children, who
lives the life of Riley on welfare. I found
him impervious to conflicting ideas. He
was able to summarize our debate by
stating that it is the poor who exploit,
through their indolence, the rich. His
conviction was that of a man with a rich
father.
Thirty miles before parting with Dan
and Jim, we stopped for gas and met
Charlie and Mary. Charlie was from
Arkansas, had apparently made and
lost a small fortune in Alaska, and was
now looking for a new start in Louisana.
Mary started in Canada, tried Alaska,
and was to help Charlie find oil work in
Louisiana. Alaska stories are always
fascinating.
“How much is a six-pack?” Jim ask
ed.
“About seven dollars,” Charlie
replied in a deep southern drawl.
“Seven dollars!” It seemed an
outrage. “How much were you
making?”
“Twenty-one per hour on the rig,”
Charlie answered. “You could fetch

500 a week tor drywalling or Gradually, he began to describe the
carpentry.” Charlie had good stories,
land over which we travelled. His
and soon everyone was unconsciously perception of history was not restricted
imitating his accent, his exaggerated to television trivia or other diversions.
dipthongs.
The crackling of a CB punctuated his
A woman walking by was intercepted slow, tired speech. His handle was
by Dan. “Excuse me, ma’am ,” he “Worn-out Wolf.”
drawled, no longer a mid westerner,
Albuquerque, he said, was named
“This here New Mexico is supposed to after England’s Duke of Albuquerque.
be a Land of Enchantment. Could you
The Duke was New Mexico’s first gover
please direct me to the enchantment?” nor, which explains why no less than
She explained that the slogan had
twenty New Mexican basketball teams
originated in the extinct American In are called The Dukes. We passed a tree
dian culture.
where hangings had occurred during
Charlie told us about Eskimos. He did the Lincoln County wars. The old man
not like them. They get 1000 a month
told me about the latest theory that Billy
from the government, and they spend it the Kid had actually been a woman,
all on alcohol. I asked him why they do
and that the grave in the nearby town
not work, and whether there is job held possibly a heavy log, not The Kid’s
discrimination. Charlie said he guessed
body. We travelled along the fertile Rio
they were just too dumb, and that only
Grande valley. The earth was brown,
whites were discriminated against in
upturned, ready for planting. It looked
Alaska.
like the pictures I had seen of the Nile
The disintegration began in Las valley.
Cruces, New Mexico. My direction was
“Who owns this land?” I asked Godnorth, to Albuquerque. Charlie had a George Burns-Worn-out Wolf. He
brother in El Paso. Dan and Jim wanted
pointed to the adobi huts and explained
to “party-down” in Dallas. A tight
their construction and efficiency for all
solidarity builds up among travellers,
weather. The Hopi, Navaho, and
and I felt sad, as if these were the best
Pueblo Indians farm most of the land,
friends I had ever had. It seemed that as
he explained, but corporations have
an educated person, I had a respon been moving in since the boom. The
sibility to determine the causes of their
boom cities and the countryside are sub
mysterious and unhappy wandering.
sumed by the same system.
Even God had a life story. He grew
The next day was hot, even for New
Mexico, and I found myself in the com  up in New Jersey, ran itiotels in Miami,
Baltimore, New York City, and Albu
pany of a man, about forty-five, who
querque. The rat race in the cities made
appeared to be having a heart attack.
him uncomfortable, and he moved to
his present boondocks home in Lord‘ 'Even God had a
sburg, where he operates a truck stop.
life story
We followed the interstate around the
He panted and sweated and fidgeted.
edge of Albuquerque, and the old man
Then he told me his life story. Born in brought me up to date on the new in
habitants: Johnson & Johnson, nuclear
Iowa, he grew up in Minnesota, moved
to Washington, and then Arizona. In arms plants, computer firms. These cor
surance was his business, and one of his porations were attracted by, among
partners had recently co-opted 23 of his other things, free labor laws, which pro
customers. As he drove, he dug
hibit the closed shop and leave workers
through piles of paper, and he produc free to break unions and to compete
ed charts and tables forecasting his against one another on the labor
unhappiness. One by one, he explained
market. At the appropriate exit ramp for
the 23 cancellations. “It’s dog-eat- Albuquerque, Worn-out Wolf and I
dog now,” he said, shaking in anxiety.
parted as friends.
He was six feet tall and about 200
This could be an endless story. There
pounds. Before we separated, 1 was are millions of Dans, Marys, and Worngiven insight into his plan to regain the out Wolf’s. But we cannot stay on the
accounts. Though conscious that his road forever. Supposedly, we have
competitors were also human beings, I committed our lives to other values.
wished him good luck, and he wished The significance of a journey into the
me the same.
“real world” is realized on the return. It
One hundred miles from my
is here that we are faced with a choice
destination, I was picked up by a small between the legacy of Coronado, the
man driving a white pick-up. He did not value system underlying The Thing,
say much, at first, and I could have which fragments the lives of worthwhile
been sitting next to God. That is, he people, or something new which gets
looked exactly like George Burns.
beyond petty cynicism.
Friday, April 8, 1983 The Lawrentian
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This T-shirt offer can’t be topped
Order now!
This red & white T-shirt, for men and
women, is made of 50% combed cotton
and 50% polyester, styled with three athletic stripes on the raglan sleeves.
Please send a check or money order for $4.95 per T-shirt (no cash, please) to:
Seagram’s 7 Crown T-shirt Offer
P.O. Box 725, Dept. 249
Lubbock, Texas 79491
Name
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T - 8 -?
by Amy E. Pagel
with thanks to Wolfgang Borchert
I know it is hard to listen to me and
feel with me. Nor should you listen to me
as though this were anyone else but
Wolfgang Borchert. But come with me.
Accompany me into the little circle
within the pitiless walls of Cloak. For
the theatre has a compelling voice. You
cannot escape it and in a flash it has
overwhelmed you. So silent is the cry of
the theatre—silent but for the voices of
the solitary actors in their own sea.

A man comes to Lawrence. He’s been
here a long time, this man. A very long
time. Perhaps too long. And he is quite
different from what he was when he
came here. Outwardly, he is a geology
major. Inwardly, he dreams of the
theatre. He has waited outside in the
cold for twelve hundred days. And as en
trance fee he’s paid with dedication to
many theatre productions. And after

S m itle y

6 :0 0

PM

waiting outside in the cold for twelve
h u n d re d
days,
he
ac
t u a lly —f in a lly —comes
home.
A man comes to Lawrence. And here
he reads my quite fantastic play. He has
to pinch his arm several times during
the reading, for he doesn’t know whether
he’s waking or sleeping. But then he
reads to the right and left of him other
expressionists. So he thinks that it must
indeed be true. And when at the end he’s
standing outside on the street again
with an empty stomach and cold feet, he
realizes that he likes the play and wants
to direct it. About a man who comes to
Germany, one of the many who come
home—and then don’t come home,
because there’s no home for them
anymore.
You must accompany him in his
dream. Mine is a play no theatre will
want to produce and no public will want
to see. But go with him. Don’t be afraid.
There are too m any who are
afraid—afraid of themselves. They talk
in the air. Those are the voices. They
hang in the air at night, over the bed.
And then one can’t sleep.
Only in your heart can you live. Allow
your heart to be frightened. Whatever
happens to you in Cloak can crush you
or leave you standing. Just as accidents
happen accidentally. And we are aban
doned to it, thrown out to be devoured.
Our decay is decided, incorruptibly—yet
we bear it. We laugh. We build. We are.
We still are. We have the incomprehensi
ble courage to be!
Borchert’s work The Man Outside,
adapted and directed by Patrick
Smitley, will be produced in Cloak
Theatre April 7, 8, and 9 at 8:00 p.m.
Tickets are not required. Admission is
free. Come allow yourself to be devoured
by an expressionistic play which relies
upon words rather than action. For only
when the heart is tested are we aware of
its existence.

(Emmntatuitra:

Greetings Mouseketeers! The third term onslaught of recitals and concerts
began last week and will continue until the middle of June. For those of you unfor
tunate enough to have missed last week’s brilliant performances, here are the details
of upcoming events you’ll surely want to attend. (Keep April 8 open on your calen
dar.)
The moment you’ve been waiting for, the long awaited Junior Recital of pianist
Ismail Salahi and cellist Stacey Schmiedel, takes place this Friday. None of this
“new music" stuff at our recital—Mr. Salahi will open the concert with Haydn’s
Sonata in D Major, Hob XVI, following this, Miss Schmiedel will play her rendition
of three short pieces by Faure—the Elegy Sicilienne, and the dreaded Papillion. Mr.
Salahi will then play the immensely popular Rhapsody in B Minor, Op. 79, by
Brahms. Adding a little flair to the performance (hopefully) will be the final two
movements of the Lalo Cello Concerto in D Minor, as performed by Miss Schmiedel
and her helpful accompanist Mary Heiden. Mr. Salahi will end the recital with
Chopin’s Bellade in A Flat Major, Op 47, followed by a lavish reception in Sage Hall
Lounge. 19th Century Music History students will undoubtedly want to attend this
recital, as will all of Carlton McReery s Budding String Method cellists; all pre-Med,
Economics, Anthropology, Chemistry, French, Spanish, English, History, Geology
and Psychology majors will want to be there as well. Go to the movie on Saturday
and go to Harper Hall tonight at 8:00—we’d really love to see you there!
A cast of thousands will assist Soprano Ann Hodges in her Senior Recital on
Monday, April 11, at 8:00 in Harper Hall. Ann, harpsochordist Jon Riehle, and
cellist Frank “ Freshly Pressed" McKinster will open the program with two pieces
from Giovanni Legrenzi’s Cantate E Canzionate, Op 12, which will be followed by
Deux Poemes de Ronsard, Op 26 by Albert Poussel, in which Miss Hodges will be
assisted by flutist Ellen Sayles. Pianist Tina Biese will assist Miss Hodges in three
movements from Samuel Barber’s Hermit Songs and five songs from Robert
Schumann’s Leider und Gesanger Aus Wilhelm Meister, Op 98a. Violinists Beth
Sorensen and Sandy Wilson, violist Kate Stephans, and cellist Frank McKinster will
then accompany Miss Hodges in Mozart’s Konservati Fedele KV 23. The program
will conclude with Igor Stravinsky’s Pastorale, as performed by Miss Hodges,
oboist John Perkins, English Horn player Wendy Skola, clarinetist Andy Nelson,
and bassoonist Craig Cowley. Don’t miss what’s sure to be an exciting recital Mon
day at 8:00 in Harper Hall!
Another special recital will be held next Wednesday, April 13, at 8:30 in Harper
Hall, when LU ’s trumpet instructor Robert Levy and Marimba player Gordon Stout
come together as “The Wilder Duo”, for an evening of trumpet and marimba music.
These two musicians have performed together as a duo for a number of years, and
many of their works in Wednesday’s recital have been written expressly for them.
I t ’s sure to be a really special event—Don’t miss it!
Finally for this week the Senior Recital of vocalist Lisa Russel will be next
Thursday, April 14, at 8:30 in Harper Hall; the program is unavailable at this time,
but it’s sure to be a good recital.
Special Mouseketeer Congratulations to trumpeter Mike “Goofy" Barry and
Mark “Winnie the Pooh" Herzing. Both will be playing at Disneyland this summer;
Mark will soak up California culture, while Mike basks in the Florida sun. This is no
Mickey Mouse Act—Good job boys!

QUOTE OF THE WEEK
Those who read bourgeois newspapers will become blind and deaf.

D ayth and G aud . .. belch.

SAMMY'S PIZZA
211 NI. A p p le to n St

Featuring: Free Delivery to Lawrence

50c O ff M ed iu m Pizza Ordered
* 1.00 O ff Large Pizza Ordered
I )rlnfry Hours Sun

I liurs 5 I iim Fn

Sill 5 1 iim

. i'i„m 7 3 4 - 4 5 6 7
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It don’t float
This new album by Dexy’s Midnight
Runners received considerably more
publicity than the Irish foursome s first
effort, “ Young Soul Rebels’’. The
Dexy’s seem to be riding a wave we’ve
seen before; British white soul. “TooRye-Ay” is a curious and confused blen
ding of American soul (the original soul)
and strong influences of folk music, from
the Dexy’s native Ireland.

"Young Americans”.
“Too-Rye-Ay” is an inventive record.
The attempt by Dexy’s Midnight Run
ners, fusing soul with Celtic folk music
is innovative, unfortunately, it s a very
conscious effort, and it doesn t work.
The spectrum of emotions, purportedly
experienced by Kevin Roland, to the
most intense limits, is just too much. As
a result, the album ju s t isn t
believable—suffocating passions and
broken music make the second LP of
Dexy’s Midnight Runners a leaky boat.
- JO N VANDENHEUVEL

T1]C
P e r s o n a ls
CATH: WELCOME BACK! I missed
your insanity. Looking forward to a super
term: track, frishee, Mesopotamia, etc...
Sharon

A new caste of Betas

Mathematicians have a tendency to say A,
writre B, and mean C, when the answer is D.

No, they are not prospectives.
The people you’ve seen slipping in and out of the Beta House, nodding to each
other and speaking in some indecipherable tongue are members of the ACM-India
program, here from Bowdoin, Carleton, Colorado, Grinnell and Ohio Wesleyan (as
well as a few from Lawrence) for a term of cultural and language instruction. The
eleven-member group is accompanied by Professor and Mrs. Deshpande and Dr.
Maxine Berntsen, all from Pune in Western India. Mr. Deshpande is teaching a
course in modern Indian history and Ms. Berntsen instructs the students in
Marathi, one of many Indian languages.
Films, lectures, and cultural events are scheduled for the group but are also in
tended for those who stay home. India is a more vast and fascinating land, a more
complex nation than even Richard Attenborough could portray in 3Viz hours. Watch
these people (articles and interviews forthcoming); they are going places.

SEAFOOD
• LAKE PERCH
*PIK E
•HA D D O C K
.SCALLOPS
• SHRIMP
• FROG LEGS
• LOBSTER TAIL
• CHICKEN
• BAR-B-Q-RIBS .S E LE C T STEAKS
Now Serving 7 Nights a W w k
Continuous from 11 a m until Closing. Sat. 5 10 30

201 S. Walnut St.

I

(on th« corn.r of Walnut and Lawrence)
DOWNTOWN APPLETON

G R E A T F IS H A N Y T IM E

— Phone 734-9204

Mrs. Reagan goes to Hollywood

Jg

Like many other white soul combos,
the Dexy’s glorify their impassioned
lead singer, Kevin Roland. Roland
shouts, whimpers and howls his heart
out, but it does not seem convincing.
Lacking the talent, style and charisma
of other blue-eyed soulsters such as
David Bowie, Martin Frye or Paul
Weller, the nebulous quality of soul
eludes him. Perhaps what Roland misses
is a sense of nuance; his emotional hur
ricanes never abate. He never relaxes
enough to let the band provide the force
and the soul.
The sound of the Midnight Runner’s is
a mundane mixture of soul and tradi
tional Celtic folk music; acoustic in
strumentation created by two fiddles, a
banjo and a guitar. The result is simple
Celtic chord progressions played in an
incessantly bouncy rhythm. Roland
bellows out his raucous passion, and the
band rattles along monotonously, like a
weary bus down a bumpy Dublin street;
“ Too-Rye-Ay” certainly doesn’t do
justice to Celtic folk music.
A few cuts are veritable desserts, with
the band playing minimally, and Roland
muttering about his wandering soul.
Conversely, tunes like “The Celtic Soul
Brothers ”, or the hit “Come On Eileen’’
are so upbeat that they sound mindless
ly gleeful. The ballad “ Let’s Make This
Precious’’ and a tender waltz called “ All
In All” are the album’s best moments.
Nice production aided by American soul
singers give the songs a lustre and
charm faintly reminiscent of Bowie's

NO STRINGS DETACHED - I t ’ll be a
vintage recital. The Salahi/Schmeidel duo,
tonight at 8 in Harper Hall._________________
BREAK OUT THOSE SHORTS! Plantz
2nd floor short-wing, short end, shorts party.
Saturday night at 10 p.m. Be there, Aloha!
SCOTT: The team missed you last week
(some more than others I ’m sure). Nobody
can match your verbal abilities! By the way,
whatever happened to my swimmiing lesson?
— Mouse
FOX: Thanks for sleeping with me during
the trip, I know it '9 not quite your style.
Hope Scott didn’t get too jealous.
Mouse
liz vb; We’re going to have some great
weekends this term! Glad you’re around
more.
Love, Your Roomie
ISH AND STACEY do it on stage...Harper
Hall, tonight at 8 p.m.
SHORT ON CASH? Second floor Plantz
short wing short end shorts party. FREE
BEER. Saturday 10 p.m.
chrissie: Get psyched for the initiation par
ty ’cause you’re going! Love, Your Little Sis
take the short path to fun. Come to 2nd
floor Plantz short-wing, short-end. Free beer.
Saturday 10 p.m.
“Students are probably the only customers
in th country who are happy when they are
cheated by the seller of the goods. They pay
hard-earned money for an education, but are
pleased when classes do not meet, they are
dismissed early, or the class is a breeze.
Other customers would complain and even
sue for fraud."
— A professor, overheard
ELLEN: When did you become such an
expert on SSP: where is your horse?
__________
- SH A RO N

L

/

Sports

Baseball article

by Everett Tinkers
Springtime—that time of year when
man pursues his innermost passions
with a renewed and fervent inten
sity—infects some people with a disease
curable only by tossing about the
rawhide sphere within the pastural con
fines of a baseball diamond. During springbreak, the Lawrence baseball team
piled into a nifty green bus with the logo
‘‘Have Group Will Travel” embossed on
its side and departed for the Florida
panhandle, seeking to satisfy their own
seasonal passions. There, at the Gulf
Coast Classic in Panama City, the Vikes
played some ball. They played often,
they played erratically, they played pas
sionately—and they lost again and

again. Hut ironically, failure in Florida
has engendered players and coaches
alike with a powerful optimism about
the upcoming season. Perhaps Head
Coach Jeff School best explained the
reasons for this optimism: “Certainly we
can challenge for the Conference crown.
If you take away seven key pitches and
insert seven key hits in their place, we’re
4-0."
There are numerous reasons for the
Viking’s disappointing Florida trip. The
pitching staff got off to a very shaky
start, returning with an abysmal earned
run average of 10.18. Kraig Krueger,
who proved indiscriminate both off and
on the field, started very badly, giving
up six runs while failing to retire a single
batter in his first appearance. But
Krueger came on strong near the end of
the week, pitching three scoreless inn
ings in a JV game.
Jon Vandenlleuvel, though plagued
with control problems, led the Vikes
with nine innings pitched. More impor
tantly, while running the bases he
psyched out the players from Otterbein
College with a terrific bellyflop at home
p late. Rem arked the in d ig n a n t
VandenHeuvel after his incredible
acrobatic feat, “ Hey, I was safe wasn't

I?”
Dan Busiel proved the Vike’s most im
pressive pitcher. Though he pitched only
one inning, Busiel displayed a varied
assortment of fastballs. He was able to
hit the opponent’s bats with remarkable
consistency, and more amazingly, he
guided their hits directly into the gloves
of his own terrified infielders.
Clark Stalker was as disappointing as
Busiel was impressive. The rotund one
returned from London completely out of
shape and was unable to toss a single
varsity pitch. Many doubt if Stalker will
be able to help the Vikes at all on the hill
this year as his return from London has
ignited in him a dangerous pas
sion-eating. In fact, he is known to
have consumed three pizzas at a single

Tennis article

W ith 10 varsity letters earned among
the top six players on this year’s
Lawrence University tennis team, it ap
pears inexperience will not be one of the
Vikings weaknesses in 1983.
Four of the Vikes’ top six players
return for Mary Poulson, who begins her
11th year as head coach. Poulson’s netters will get their first taste of inter
collegiate competition next week, when
the Vikings tangle with the University
of West Florida on Tuesday and
Okaloosa-Walton Community College on
Wednesday as part of a week-long trip to
Florida.
“ I ’m approaching the season with
guarded optimism,” Poulson said. “We
have a stronger team than last year. We
just have to keep them healthy and
avoid injuries. We’ve set two main goals
for ourselves this year, to win our invita
tional tournament, and to finish among
the top three at the conference tourna
ment.”
On paper, it looks like the Vikings
have the talent to accomplish both of
those goals. The top four returning
players compiled a combined 39-25
record a year ago, when Lawrence finish
ed 4*5 in dual meets, second at the
Lawrence Invitational and third at the
conference championships.
Heading the list of returnees is Pete
Montross (Wilmette, 111.), who played
no. 1 singles and no. 2 doubles last year
as a freshman. Montross won the con
solation title at the 1982 Midwest Con
ference tournament.
Co-captain Kirk Ryan (Neenah, Wis.)
returns for his senior season after
posting an 8-5 no. 2 singles mark and 9-7

Everett to Tinkers.

sitting in Florida.
Certainly the Lawrence pitching was
disappointing, but the team’s offensive
production was equally inauspicious.
The Vikes sported a meager team bat
ting average of .200, and they were
outscored by 27 runs to 15. The top half
of the Viking order hit an inadequate
.294, and the bottom half of the order
failed to collect a single hit. Beau
Schaefer, reflecting on his Florida trip,
was especially despondent. As he was
slapped sharply in the face by an outrag
ed girl (the reason for her rage remains
unclear) at Spinnaker’s Bar, he remark
ed, “ I seem to be striking out a lot down
here!”
Perhaps the many disappointments
and failures of the Lawrence baseball
team were best summed up by the in
domitable back-up catcher, Pat Grogan.
As he sat in his bed, icing the shoulder
he injured in pregame windsprints,
Grogan remarked, “ I came to Florida. I

expect to feel the warm rays of sun but it
is cold. I expect to play ball but I tripped
and fell. I expect to drink beer without
getting sick. I expect that when I buy a
pizza, Stalker won't eat it. There is no
justice, you know.”
The Vikes begin their Wisconsin
season today with less than impressive
stats, but there are reasons for op
timism. The pitching staff is deep in
numbers and should be effective, despite
their slow start. The teams defense is
solid, and the conference’s most bowleg
ged double play tandem turned more
double plays in Florida than did the
Vikes during all of last season. And the
Viking hitters should be able to feast on
the northern pitching after seeing some
very gpod pitching in Florida. If the
weather is nice, the Vikes are playing
their first home games pf Whiting Field
today. The next home game is the Con
ference opener on Saturday, April 16
against St. Norbert.

Lacrosse article

record as one-half of the Vikings’ no. 1
doubles team in 1982.
Cam Jackson (Eau Claire, Wis.), the
Vikings’ other co-captain, who played
no. 3 singles and no. 1 doubles a year
ago, is back to play no. 4 singles this
season. He sported the best singles
“ Don’t you have to be French to play
home. The Vikes will begin play at Nor
record (9-4) in 1982.
that game?”
thwestern on April 16. and will play
Senior Andy Schmidt (Batavia, 111.), a
“What are you doing?”
Lake Forest the next day. The home
three-time letterman who played no. 5
“Oh, is that a sport people play?”
opener is April 23 against Lake Forest.
singles last year, also returns to the
“Whatever happened to baseball?”
The team is young and vigorous, and
same spot for his senior year.
These are some of the ways passers-by founded on the energy and enthusiasm
Newcomers in the starting lineup in acknowledge the women playing
of freshmen and sophomores. Secondclude Tod Olson (Ossining, N.Y.), a lacrosse in front of Ormsby, but it’s time year players and high school veterans
transfer from Reed College in Oregon, for the Lawrence student body to are coaching and helping the team to
who is projected as the Vikings’ no. 3 become aware of womens’ lacrosse. One develop. Special credit should go to Beth
singles player. Paul Fraser, (Eau Claire, of America’s oldest games begins its se Duvivier and Jenna Hall, who were in
Wis.), who saw limited action last year cond season at Lawrence, and it pro strumental in founding the team and
at no. 6 singles, compiling a 3-3 record, mises to be a fine one.
essential in organizing this year’s team.
should see extensive varsity action this
Last spring, the overwhelming en
Lawrence is setting a trend in the
year.
thusiasm of women players was met Midwest. There has been a great deal of
The Vikings will again highlight the with funds by the administration. The response from ACM schools which
season schedule with their own 10-team new team began modestly with a two- previously did not have women’s
invitational on April 22-23. Lawrence game weekend at Lake Forest. As the lacrosse teams. Hopefully, by next year
also will host this year’s Midwest Con scores reveal, the team improved quick Carleton, Beloit and Kipon will have
ference championship tournament on ly over the season. This season more established teams. Also, there is great
May 5-6.
games are scheduled, including more at hope that within the next few years
women’s lacrosse at Lawrence will have
attained varsity status.
Nevertheless, the best part of
Date
Opponent
Site
Time
women’s lacrosse remains its low-key
image, which encourages individuals to
April 15 Ripon
Lawrence
3:30 p.m.
experience this unique sport without the
April 16 Carelton
Lawrence
2:00 p.m.
pressures of intense competition. So, the
April 18 UW-Oshkosh
UW-Oshkosh 3:30 p.m.
next time you cross Main Hall green and
April 22-23 Lawrence Invitational
Lawrence
9:30 a.m.
see someone cradling an unusual stick,
May 3
UW-Stevens Point
Lawrence
3:30 p.m.
or balls flying through the air, go over
May 5*6 Midwest Conference Championships Lawrence
9:30 a.m.
and give it a try. As a result, your com
May 14
Alumni Varsity
Lawrence
9:30 a.m.
ments may change, as may your
All home matches are played on the Lawrence courts, S. Drew St., ad* spirit—especially when you support the
team with a sideline keg.

1983 Lawrence University Men’s Tennis Schedule

jacent to campus.
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Track article
by Admiral Benow

12:43 p.m.—the Lawrence University
Trekking Tracksters begin the 24-hour
pilgrimage to Florida. About 13 hours
later the track team is awakened to find
that the bus has broken down in the
spectacular city of Monteagle, Ten
nessee. Where else would one want to
stay from 4 a.m. to noon but the
Monteagle Truck Stop? I t ’s not a bad
town; the native culture is intriguing,
just don’t drink the water. Eventually
we left behind our good buddies in Ten
nessee to head for the elusive state of
Florida. Lori Gregorski could now stop
her seemingly incessant whining, at
least for an hour or two.

‘ ‘lest

I should never see
civilization and
culture again

Finally, sometime that evening, we
found Florida—“Welcome to Florida,”
so they say. Wexman was effervescent:
“ Look, Joe, real palm trees!” Yes, life is
just one big thrill after another for some
people. T horm an, sim ilarly, was
emanating ebulliency. “The beach, I see
the beach,” he cried. But it was only a
mirage; the beach was over 60 miles
away. By 11:00 p.m. we were in our
motel in Jacksonville.
The next day, we trained at Florida
Junior College in the afternoon, and
spent the evening gazing at Florida.
Tuesday, we trained in the morning, and
then went to the desolate Jacksonville
Beach. There we began a runners vs.
football players football game. The run
ners were winning until captain (“Coach
Davis”) Gene left the team. Miraculous
ly, the football players surged at the

't believe that the
Soviets want to fry me
in my sleep,

the 100 meters. Tony Sproles finished
second in the 110 meter high hurdles,
Joe Berger placed fifth in the 1500, Kent
Allen was fourth in the 1500, Chris
Berger came in third in the 5000, and
Todd Wexman was fourth in the 5000.
For the women, Julie Wick set a varsity
—■
■■— ........ fc ______

‘ ‘Seller-value

masquerades
as user-value

record while finishing first with a time of
5:05.6 in the 1500. Ann-Marie Melk
finished second in the 100 meter run.
The next day we were rained out of
Disneyland, so we visited the nearby
Anheuser-Busch plant. It wasn’t quite
the same, but some of us got to be tem
porary taste-testers. That afternoon we
went into the city, where we watched our
choice of movies, ranging from “Eating
Raoul” to “Tootsie.” Friday, we went to
the beach in the afternoon and spent the
remaining hours in Florida watching the
movie “Cat People.” But finally, time
ran out on us; Lawrence was waiting. On
Saturday morning we left for our long
day’s journey into night.
The track team is now training for the
upcoming Lawrence-Ripon Dual Meet to
be held here at Lawrence this Saturday.
Seating is always taken early, so fans
should arrive as early as possible. The
meet begins at 1:00 p.m.

Player of the Week

‘ 7 don

end. Wednesday, the team raced against
their long-awaited rivals, Florida Junior
College.
Some of the more prominent perfor
mances, for the men, were given by Todd
Housemann in the 800 meters, finishing
first and setting a varsity record with a
time of 1:56. Kick Cyrus likewise took
first in the discus with a throw of 119
feet, and Scott Reppert placed second in

French Theatre at Lawrence
La Troupe des Cerfs-Volants, a group of
French students from the University of
Wisconsin at Madison, will play scenes from
a nineteenth-century farce by Gondinet and
Labiche, Le Plus Heureux des trois, in
various farce styles. This demonstration will
be followed by a discussion in English with
the director, Prof. Judith Miller. The French
Department at Lawrence invites anyone in
terested in French theatre or history of
theatre to attend the performance and
discussion in -Cloak Theatre on Tuesday,
April 19, at 7:30 p.m. Free tickets are
available from the box office or Professor
Reed in Main Hall 315.

Well known L.U. graduate, Terrance P. Moran CLVXCII, seemed
destined for an impressive academic career. As editor of The Lawrentian.
expert on Plato’s dialogues, protege of Dr. Chaney, his future impressed
all who met him. We find, however, that he has traded in his mortar board,
his accolades, and his position in Chaney’s salon, for a spatious new shirt,
featuring a bateau neck, straigher legs, delicately tapered, classic argyles,
mexican bowling shoes, and, undoubtedly, stone-washed fruit-of-the-loom
undergarments.
The emphasis will be on cellos this season, as opposed to the more
cumbersome and less flattering brass instruments of last fall.
Terry, you’re looking good. Your hat runneth over, showing that
post-graduate life is rewarding and edifying. You are a model for us all.

awareness
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